The Tragedy of Hamlet 

roare ? not one now to mock youc own grinning ? quite chopfaln * 
Now get youtorhy Ladiestable , and tell her, let her paint an 
incj] thick, to this favour (lie muft come} make her laugh at that. 
PretHce Horatio tell me one thing. 

Hora. What’s that my Lord ? 

/fk.Doft chou think Alexander Iookt a this fafhion i’th earth? 

Hora . Een (b. 

Ham. And fmelt (o ? pah. 

Hora. Een lb my Lord. 

F/Ww. To what bale ufes we may returne Horatio ! Why may 
not imagination trace the noble duft of Alexander till a findeit 
flopping a bung-hole. 

Hora.'Twzte. to confider too curioufly to conliderlb. 

Ha. No faith not a jot, but to follow him thither with modefty 
enough, and likelihood to lead it. Alexander dicd,Alexanderm$ 
buried, Alexander returneth to duft, the duft is earth,of earth we 
make lome, & why of that lome whereto he was converted might 
they not flop a Beere-barrell ? 

Imperious Cafar dead and turn’d to clay 
Might flop a holetokeepe the wind away. 

O that that earth which kept the world in awe. 

Should-patch a wall t’expell the waters flaw! 

But (oft, hut fofta while,here comes the King, Enter King* 
The Q_yeen,the Courtiers:who is this they follow , Que. Laertes 
And. with (iich maimed rites ? this doth betoken, andtkecorfe- 
The coarfe they follow did with defperate hand 
Fordbeits owne life; ’twasoflbmeeftate 
Couch we a while and marke. 

Laer. What Ceremony elle ? 

Ham. That is Laertes ,a very noble youth. 

Laer. What Ceremony elle? 

Doll. Her obfequies have bin as farinlarg’d 
As we have warranty ; her death was doubtfull, 

And but that great command ore-fivayes the order. 

She fhould inground unfan&ified bin lodg’d 
Till the laft crumpet :‘for charitable prayers. 

Flints and pebbles fhould bethrowneon her, 

Tet here (be is allow’d her virgin rites, • 



Trtnce of Denmarke. 

Her maiden ftrewments, and the bringing home 

Of bell and buriall. 

Laer. Muft there no more be done ? 

Loft No more be done : 

We fhould profane the fervice of the dead, 

To fing a Requiem and fuch reft to her 
As to peace-parted foules. 

Laer. Lay her i’th earth. 

And from her faire and unpolluted flefli 
May violets fpring : I tell thee churlifh Prieft 
A miniftring Angel (ball my lifter be 
When thou lyeft howling. 

Ham- W hat ? the faire Ophelia ? 

Quee. Sweet s to the fweet, farewel 1, 

I hop’t thou fhould ft have bin my Hamlets wife, 

I thought thy bride-bed to have aeckt fweet maid.. 

And not have ftrew’d thy grave. 

Laer. O treblewoe 1 

Fall ten times double on that curfed head, 

Whofe wicked deed thy moft ingenuous fenfe 
Deprived thee of : hold off the earth a while. 

Till I have caught her once more in mine armes. 

• Now pile your duft upon the quicke and dead. 

Till qf this flat a mountaine you have made 
T’oretopold Pelion t ot the sky ifh head 
Of blew Olympus. 

Ham. W hat is he whole griefe 
Beares fuch an emphafis, whole phrafe offcrrow 
Conjures the wandring ftars, and makes them ftand 
Like wonder-wounded hearers ? ’tis I, 

Hamlet the Dane. 

'Laer. The Divcll take thy fonle. 

Ffow.Thoupray’ft not well; Ipretheetake thy fingers from 
For though I am not Ipleenative and rafh, ( my throat. 

Yet have I in me lbtnething dangerous, 

Which let thy wifedome feare ; hold off thy hand. 

King. Plucke them afunder. 

Quee, Hamlet , Hamlet. 

M z All . . 


,1637 THE BRITISH LIBRARY (C.34.k.5) OctaVO 




